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goes to Aleppo and turned south-west, telling Barrett
to keep a sharp look-out for Cudemore's Vernon. After
about quarter of an hour he touched me on the elbow,
and sure enough there it was. As I approached I saw
he had put out a "T" on which I landed, again carry-
ing away my aerial, which was very stupid. It was a
bare upland plateau, and the wind was blowing sharp
and cold with distant cumulo-nimbus in the west; and
cold biting showers of rain swept across this barren
upland* Nevertheless, we set to work to dismount
the engine from "Valkyrie" and put it into "Vesuvius,"
Cudemore's Vernon; and by evening it was nearly done.
We cooked our supper and sat round a petrol fire.
Then I turned in under the planes of "Valkyrie/' Soon
the rain set in, and it rained steadily till about 5 a.m.
in the morning. I pulled my valise cover over my
head and snuggled down to get what sleep I could,
under these somewhat uncomfortable conditions. With
the dawn the rain gradually abated* My night's sleep
was coloured by the drip-drop of the rain and the moan
of the desert wind in the planes and wires. My feet
were in a puddle, and I kept wriggling round so as to
try and shift my valise into the driest or least damp
spot! Good old valise! I slept in you the night before
Loos. Corporal Goodenough brought me—no, it was
Corporal Searie—brought me hot coffee in bed(!). I
fben got up and we finished Cudemore's engine, and
started him up. The clouds gradually cleared, but the
wind blew strongly from the north-west to help us
home.
L.G. X to L.G. V, 1 had to wait about twenty-five
minutes for Cudemore to start, for apparently after I
starfeed he discovered a broken clip on his water piping.

